sides of tables, the kitchen drawer in which the
knives were kept. . . .

All of a sudden, Francois felt excited. Why should
that long-lost memory of childhood have come back
just at this moment? This was the first time that he
had ever travelled back to the time of his earliest
loneliness and dreams and wonders. By what miracle
have I been transported to the bed of my childhood's
nights? How is it that I have not yet grown older?
It must be the presence in me of this fever, this
chattering, maternal fever. I always dreaded its return
to flare like a great blaze of light in my body: and
now, here it is! Juliette, Juliette, how lovely it would
be to see you come tip-toeing into this room, with
that face of yours which can always rid me of fatigue
and trouble, that roguish look, and your mouth dis-
tended by laughter. She loves to walk bare-footed on
the floor: it amuses her to push those white and living
little feet of hers from under her dressing-gown. In
her body, the veins stay put in their proper places,
and do not show on the skin, as mine do. The first
time I ever took my clothes off before a woman 1 felt
far from proud of the too obviously visible network
of my veins and arteries. I can still hear her saying:
tfOoh! you're all veined like marble!"

"You're lucky he isn't a thief!"

With a living man on one side, and a dead one on
the other, the house was well balanced. Neither side
of the scale hung too low. Four o'clock already!
What a night!

Simon was keeping Claire well in view. He sat
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